crowd gathered. Papa, speaking in French, paced back and forth swinging his arms, and Officer Beaulieu nodded gravely, trying to calm him. hands behind his back, like a shadowy sentinel, peering at me. He made no motion, no sign, but I felt now that I should go to him. The shack door cried after me as I hurried away.
Once there Father Parenteau immediately stepped forward, and his hands reached toward me. ''Yes, Jean?" "Father?" I stopped to catch a breath. ''There's something I have to tell you." And I poured the dol lar into his large cupped hands.
"Is this what Gidoone gave you?" "And my father ripped it up," I said. "He even hit him." Father's eyes were serious, so lemn, as when he gives Holy Co mmu nion. ''What wil l they do to M onsieur Gidoone now?" "Don't worry, he won't be hu rt" He paused, ''Jean, your father did w hat he thought he sho uld." "But, Father, he hit him, he hurt him." "I know, Jean," and w rapping his arm softly around my shoulder, he led me up the short steps and inside. We walked quietly down the narrow corridor. Father Parenteau said the dollar was still good and might go for the Missions. That relieved me. "And afterward," he said, "we'll pray together for Monsieur Gidoone." 
